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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Miary and her Deve. 


It was a pleasant summer’s 
evening, as I was sitting in 
the parlour, that the children 
came running up to me and 
asked me to tell them a story. 
One wished me to tell them 
about Blue Beard,and another 
the story of the disorderly lit- 
tle girl. ItoldthemI hada 
new story torelate; the name 
of it was Mary and her Dove. 
They were delighted with the 
title, and seated themselves 
at the table, and looking ear- 
nestly up in my face, wished 
to know if it was a true story 
i told them it was a kind of 
fable, and I then commenced. 
Mary had a white Dove, of 
which she was very fond. 
Whenever Mary was good, 
the Dove was very happy,and 
would discover 





in various 


: 





ways hisapprobation; bit when 
she was naughty, the bird 
would droop its head and seem 
very melancholy. The only 
way in which Mary could 
comfort it,was to make sincere 


resolutions to be better in fu- 
ture. She always catried it 


about with her,and indeed the 
Dove was never willing to be 
absent from her even for a 


moment. If she did the least 
wrong, it silently reproved 


her. She would often act con- 
trary to the wishes of the bird, 
and then she always fet un- 
happy; but when she hed the 
Dove’s approbation, she was 
full of gladness. The Dove 
is an emblem of conscience, 
which is a friend that we all 
have within our own hearts, 
and if we obey its dictales,we 
shall always be happy. 
A SCHOOL GIRL. 
THE YOUNG BOTANISTS, 
CONTINUED. 


Brother John. We have not 
only bid atemporary farewell 
to our dear native city, but 
even the sea-coast of the 








State, and here we are,in one 
of the vallies of the upper 
country. I am truly pleased 
to find in such abundance, 2 
plant, not a native of the re- 
gion around Charleston, and 
which,for beauty and brillian- 
cy of culvuring, can scarcely 
be surpassed. 

Jane. Yes: here are some 
splendid flowers; they are 
formed like lilies, but I never 
saw lilies so beautifuHy spot- 
ted: what are they, brother? 

Brother John. They are li- 
lies, and are called by some 
botanists, the superb, and by 
others, the tiger lily; the for- 
mer is sufficiently appropriate, 
but not the latter: the plants, 
as you see, are some of them 
6 feet high,with long tapering 
leaves, the flowers of a bright 
orange colour and spotted (not 
streaked) with dark purple, so 
that they should rather be cal- 
led the leopard than the liger 
lily; the flower-stalks stand a- 


round the upright stem, the. 


lower flowers hanging down 
as the upper expand, and the 
petals of each rolling back, 
so that none of their beautics 
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are lost to the beholder’s eye. 
Although the white lily was 
probably inteoded, how beau- 
tiful and how appropriate even 
to this was the language, and 
how cheering the conclusion 
drawn by the holy author of 
Christianity: ‘Consider the 
lilies of the fie'd, how they 
grow; they toil not, neither do 
they spin; and yet I say unto 
you, that Solomon in all his 
glory was not arrayéd like one 
of these. Wherefore, if God 
so clothe the grass of the 
field, which to-day is, and to- 
morrow ts cast into the oven, 
shall he not much more clothe 
you, O ye of little faith?” 
A FRIEND TO YOUTH. 








FOR MY 
Vv vere Feaders. 





“Ry hewn 30. 

If the Editor of the ‘Rose 
Bud” considers the following 
little effusion worthy of a 
place in her paper, one of her 
five year old subscribers will 
be surprised and delighted to 
find it in his little paper, as he 
says his dear grandmother has 
told every thing that is true 
of his darling rabbit. 


FRANK, TO HIS RABBIT. 


Little rabbit! young and bright, 
You are surely my delight! 


I left you in grandmother’s room, 

Where flowers shed their sweet per- 
fume ; 

And set an apple, close beside 

The place, where you had gone to 
hide— 

Supposing you might hungry be, 

From having changed your home so 
free. 

But you awoke grand-ma at night, 

Which, had you known, were far 

from right, 








For ah! the thought some rat or 
mouse 

Had some-how got into the house ; 

But on refection, found "twas you, 

Sweet litte Bun! though not in view. 


Had we wt a morning’s fun 

While yot round the room did run? 

Yes! we give you many a race, 

And i enjyed ‘the rabbit chase; 

Under drawers, and under press, 

Into ever’ stnall recess— 

Beneath he beds-—beneath the ta- 
ble— 

You ran js hard as you were able! 

No doubt, your little heart did beat, 

While amt Flora tied your feet, 

And fastaa’d you to a Locust tree, 

That sheboth yoa and me might see! 

Little Rabbit! young and bright, 

You are aow my heart’s delight! 


[ cannot raise your skin as fair, 

*Tis just he colour of my hair— 

But I car stroke your gentle fur, 

And cares you, pretty sir, 

And gaze with pleasure on your ey es, 

And see ‘ou jump with vast surprize! 

And you can hear the sweet birds 
sing, 

And skip a litthe—with your string; 

And you can nicely nibble grass, 

And see the people as they pass— 

And you can breathe the balmy air 

Without a stgh—a thought or care! 

While J can watch beneath the shade, 

And see you, not at all afraid, 

But run with courage to your shed 

W hene’er ’tis time 1 to go to bed— 

Little bun! with eyes so bright, 

I wish you rest—and bid ‘‘good 
night.” 

I cannot wish you to be free— 

You’re worth a diadem to me!! 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
Dear Mrs, Editor, 

The paper you write I like 
very much. It has a very 
pretty name. I corrected the 
letter Sally Hatebook wrote 
to you, but I did not know 
the meaning of humdrum; 
will you please totell me? I 
think Sally would be a great 
deal happier if she loved 
books. lam a little girl about 





seven years and seven months 
old, and live far from Charles- 
ton. 

Yours, 


FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
Mrs. Editur, 

A leetle guri has axed you 
what humdrum means—-toby- 
sure i cant find it in the dic- 
shunary, but that duznt sig- 
nifi. iknows a great many 
folks what makes wurds andi 
think they are just as scrump- 
tious as them in the speling 
buks. 

It is a great and mortal 
shame if them that speaks the 
inglish languish, cant have the 
privelig of manufactorizing 
wurds——they mout as well liv 
amungst the Choctaws. 

Yours, 
Wery wexed, 
SALLY HATEBOOK. 








[On looking into our Editorial 
drawer, we find that, in our last num- 


ber, we confounded the signatures of 


two youthful correspondents. The 
initial *‘J.’’ should have been sub- 
scribed to the remarks on the 4th Ju- 
ly, and *‘A Friend to the Rose Bud,”’ 
should have been promised the ful- 
filment of a request. We now com- 
ply with the request of the latter, 
which was, that we should publish 
some little anecdote in Latin. !t is 


taken, by a friend, from a book of 


Frontinus, on Military Stratagems, 
which is full of interesting stories. If 
our young correspondent: will favour 
us with a translation of this extract, 
we can supply him with more from 
the same source. ‘The following is 
on military secrecy, in a Roman Gen- 
eral, ] 


Metellus Pius, in His- 
panid interrogalus, quid 
posterd die facturus esset, 
Tunicam meam, si id elo- 
qui posset, inquit, combur- 
erem. 
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Authentic Letters, 
BY MRS. ELIZA WILKINSON, 


Wiiiten during the invasion and possession of 
Charleston by the British, in 1779, and co- 
pied by herself, tur a triend, in 1782. 


YonGre’s IsLAND. 
(About 30 miles trom Charleston.) 
‘‘Sweet is the breath of morn, her 
rising sweet, 

**With charm of earliest birds; pleas- 

ant the sun, 
‘‘When first he spreads his orient 

beanis, 
**On herb, tree, fruit, and flower, 
‘*Glist’ning with dew,’’ &c. Xe 

You see I am ina perfect rhapso- 
dy this morning!—lI’ve begun my 
song with the birds; really all nature 
smiles; these sons of plunder being 
driven away, has given life to every 
thing. O Peace; smiling Peace, 
when will you bless our land with 
your all-cheering presence? We 
want but the assurance of that, to 
make us a happy people. But me- 
thinks the dear stranger begins to eye 
us askaunt; | hope she will shortly 
stare us fuil in the face, and make 
giad our long dejected hearts, with 


ail her train of smiling attendants. 
* *~ . ~ ” 


but | must continue my narrative, 
and vet I’m loth to quit so agreeable 
a subject; to enter on one that was 
so shocking at the time, and indeed 
still so,—when I recall it to my 
‘“ninds eye.’’ But it is some degree 
of satisfaction to look back on our 
sufferings, and congratulate ourselves 
on their being past, and that they 
were no worse when present. But 
I will proceed. 

As the enemy were moving over 
tothe Islands about us, Mr. Smelie 
quitted Wadmalaw with his family. 
and removed to a Plantation of my 
Father's, on Stono road, but he had 
not been there long, before we heard 
they were encamped at Stono Ferry, 
not more than seven miles from eith- 
er of my Papa’s places. ‘Ihis pat us 
in a deplorable situation again; I 
wanted to move more out of the way 
of them; but surely, thought 1, my 
Papa's venerable aspect and grey 
hairs, will nove couwpassion at least, 
and I’ve no husband to fight against 
tuem (though by the bye, if 1 had 
one who refused to enter the field in 
his country’s cause, I believe I should 


despise him from my soul.) Besides, | 














says I, our weak sex, ‘‘incapable of 
wrong, from either side, claims privi- 
lege of safety.’’ That I quoted from 
some book or other, by way of con- 
solation. Such vain thoughts paci- 
fied me for the present, (for vain 
they proved to be.) But after a 
while,f could not think of staying at 
Papa’s, as he lived on the river, and 
we very often saw boatloads of red- 
coats pass, and repass;so I went and 
staid with my sister at the Plantation; 
she had another lady with her too; 
one Miss Samuells. While we staid 
there, we used to see parties of our 
friends—mostly the Willtown hunt- 
ers, pass the avenue, towards Stono 
Yerry, where they rode daily in 
search of adventures, and would fre- 
quently call on us; O! how sweet, 
how comforting, the presence of a 
friend in such distressing times; es- 
pecially those we look on as the pro- 
tectors, the prop of their country.— 
And yet, with a tender anxiety for 
their welfare, we beheld them; the 
poorest soldier, who would call at a- 
ny time fora drink of water, 1 would 
take a pleasure in giving it to him 
myself, and many a dirty ragged fel- 
low have L attended, with a bowl of 
water, ur milk and water—and with 


the utmost compassion beheld their 
tattered raiment, and miserable situa- 
tion; they really merit every thing, 
who will fight from principle alone, 
for from what I could Jearn, these 
poor creatures had nothing to protect 
and seldom get their pay—and yet 
with what alacrity will they encoun- 
ter danger and hardships of every 
kind. 

All this time we had not seen the 
face of an enemy, not an open one— 
for I believe private ones were daily 
about. One night, however, up- 
wards of sixty dreaded red-coats 
commanded by Major Graham, pas- 
sed our gate, in order to surprise 
Lieut. Morton Wilkinson, at his own 
house, where they understood he had 
a party of men. A negro wench was 
their informer, and also their con- 
ductor, but (thank heaven) some 
how or other, they failed in their at- 
tewpt, and repassed our avenue, ear- 
ly in the morning, but made a halt at 


_ the head of it, and wanted to come 
| up, but a negro fellow, whom they 





had got at a neighbour’s not far from 
us,to go as far as the ferry with them, 








dissuaded them from it, by saying it 
was not worth while, for it was only 
a plantation belonging to an old de- 
crepit gentleman, who did not live 
there, so they took his word for it, 
and proceeded on. You nay think 
how much we were alarmed, when 
we heard this, which we did the next 
morning—and how many blessings 
the negro had from us, for his con- 
sideration and pity. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 








Remittances, from Walterboro, S. 
C. $2. 

Julia’s Narrative and Poetry, re- 
ceived. 


—_ ye 





Conundrums, 

1. Why was our first moth- 
er before the fall like the 
twelve apostles? 

2. Why are beggars like 
fishermen and shepherds? 

3. When is a Sailor not a 
Sailor? 4 

4. Why is the biggest 
Whale in the ocean like the 
son of an English King? 

5. What divides by uniting 
and unites by dividing? 

6. Why are women sailin 
round Point Judith like Isl- 
ands in the Egean Sea? 
—==_=_=_=_=_=&x—=a~E—=—=_£_=£{£=_{_{__EEEEEe 

ITEMS, 

We have seena doll’s straw 
bonnet braided, and made 
complete by a little Carolina 
girl. 

The late eclipse of the 
moon was projected in a 
school, by some young ladies, 
in this city. 
be 

Oftice Board of Health, 
Return of Deaths in the City of 

Charleston, frum the 30th June, 

to the 7th July. 

Wuires 3. Bracks and Cot- 
oRED 2.—Total 5. 

One under 5 years; one between 
10 und 20; one between 20 and 30; 
one Letween 30 and 40; and one 61 
years of age. 
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MaRY LEE. 


(First published in the Pear?.) 


I wander’d forth, at closing day, 
To breathe the evening air; 
Not yet was dropp’d the curtain gray, 
hich hides the flowerets fair. 


They blush’d in beauty ‘neath my tread, 
And all their rich perfume 

Around in generous fragrance shed, 
Unwitting of their doom. 


I could not choose but bid my eye, 
In simple gladness, rest 

Upon the gorgeous drapery, 
That lin’d the lovely west. 


And fain was I to hear the note 
The black-bird gaily sung, 

As on the air it seem’d to float, 
And o’er my heart-strings rung. 


I reach’d the brook, and mossy stone, 
Where lingering still for me, 

Was wont to sit, *till twilight lone, 
My little Mary Lee. 


I4er knitting in her merry way, 
Would Mary hold on high, 
And alt the progress of the day, 


Upon my fingers try. 


She was not there—not richly now 
To me the sunset beam’d; 

The black-bird carol’d on the bough, 
But not for me it seem’d. 


More bright than these was Mary’s look, 
When yesterday it shone, 

More sweet her voice, when o’er the brook, 
She sent its joyous tone. 


Lhasten’d onward to the cot, 
Where Mary’s mother dwelt,— 

Why seem’d it such a lonely spot? 
I never thus had felt. 


The woodbine now as gracefully, 
Around the porch was hung, 

The little gate with motion free 
As hospitably swung. 


I paused a moment—and a groan 
Fell deeply on my ear; 

I enter’d, it was Mary’s moan, 
She knew not I was near. 


She knelt beside her mother’s bed, 
Her head was resting there; 

The mother’s struggling breath had fled, 
Her daughter knelt in prayer. 





And tears came gushing on her cheek, 
And sobs convuls’d her frame, 

I heard the little sufferer speak, 
It was her mother’s name. 


Come to my arms, poor child, I cried, 
Come hither, Mary Lee, 

God has been lavish to my pride, 
I’}l share his gifts with thee. 


She lean’d her pale cheek on my breast, 
I press’d her to my heart, 
And from that sacred place of rest, 
No more shall she depart. C. G 

















Horticultural Sockty.—The anniversary of 
this association, in Charleston, celebrated on 
Wednesday last, was rendered particularly in- 
teresting, by the distribution of medals. Sev- 
eral ladies were among the recipients of the 
prizes. 

The Address, by the Rev. Mr. Bachman, 
occupying nearly an hour anda half, sustain- 
ed the attention of the audience throughout, 
by its beautiful combination of facts, and ap- 
peals to the best affections of the heart. 

We hope, ere long, to see a hall of ample 
dimensions erected by this Society, (evidently 


becoming a favorite of the public) and that the 
young, **themselves the fairest flowers,” will 


join in their improving celebrations. 


ES ere 
ITEMS FOR YOUTH. 


Accident, at the President’s reception, in Low- 
ell, Mass —The Washington Artillery, a com- 
pany of boys, which was formeda year or two 
since, were discharging a piece, as a salute; 
while two of them were loading. it, it went off, 
and carried away the left hand of one and 
the right hand of the other, besides other- 
Wise injuring them. Their names, we un- 
derstand, were Russell and Drummer. Rus- 
sell is very badly injured, and but faint hopes 
are entertained for his recovery. 


Lowell Album. 


Pride of Birth—A person was boasting, 
that he was sprung from ahigh family. ‘‘Yes’’, 
said a bystander, “I have seen some of your 
family so high that their feet could not touch 
the ground.” 

4 modest hint.—A little girl, finding her- 
self forgotten at dinner, crumbled some bread 
on her plate, saying to a beiled chicken 











near her, “‘biddy, biddy, come, biddy, come.”’ 








